sometimes brought to London. I have photographs of
Joseph and I have his hooves, mounted by Rowland Ward,
in my possession. On one occasion during a run, Joseph
was terribly cut with barbed wire, but the valiant horse
ignored the injury and went on and it was not until the end
of the run that the condition of his knees was discovered.
The vet's only prescription, after the distracted John had
led him home step by step, yard by yard, was a bullet. But
John loved him dearly and he loved her, affection prevailed
and saved his life; he was put in slings and was so amenable
to her ministrations that he recovered and lived until old
age brought infirmity and, like Raftery in the Well of
Loneliness, of whom he was to some extent the prototype,
he was shot in her presence.
But not all her horses were like Joseph. There was also
Xenophon - a magnificent jumper with such a temper that
her grooms refused to ride him and friends prophesied that
he would kill her, which in the upshot he very nearly
succeeded in doing....
One day out hunting, an unmannerly amateur pounded
diem at a fence, Xenophon lost his temper in mid-air and
came crashing down in the ditch, pitching his rider into it
on her head while the interloper jumped over them both
and missed her by inches. Farmers came to the rescue,
Xenophon was none the worse and John, keen as mustard,
decided that she was quite able to go on with the hunt which
she proceeded to do, eventually riding ten miles home and
only when she got there collapsing with severe concussion
and a spinal injury.
She was very ill indeed; in fact at one time, as she used to
relate with much amusement, an X-ray was taken of her
neck and the doctor informed her it was suspected that she
was a most interesting case in that she was alive and walk-
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